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impromptu ; everything was governed by the cold
and impassionate dictates of reason,
Feisal knew, his father, Hussein, knew, and his
brothers knew far more of the international body
politic than the outside world credited. They were
all, without exception, close students of the Nationalist
idea, and they had been presented with unrivalled
opportunities to pursue their studies. They were
not merely Arabs who knew nothing of the great
beyond, and who accepted the jibes and the bufferings
of destiny with a fatalistic phlegm.
They had seen, and their minds had been trained
to function, and they looked upon world events, not
so much from the perspective of the pasturage and
the oasis, as from that of the cosmopolitan. For
more than seventeen years Hussein had been a guest,
but a virtual prisoner, in Constantinople, where he
had the stern and apprehensive eye of the custodian
of the Yeldiz Palace ever upon him.
One could not spend nearly two decades in such
an environment without assimilating the atmosphere,
for Abdul Hamid was the centre of world intrigue,
and the diplomats ever clustered thickly around him*
Hussein and his sons were spectators in a tragic
comedy. The Powers were around the almost mori-
bund corpse like vultures awaiting the death. While
Germany undertook to dry nurse the Turkish Army,
much to the chagrin and mortification of Great
Britain, Great Britain, no less high-souled, accepted
the more onerous task of wet-nursing the Turkish
navy, to the ex-Kaiser's rage and Kiel's fury. They
had the respective merits and demerits of the Powers
appraised to a fraction, and they knew to an iota